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and mysteriously to himself.
"I hope Mrs. Gogan is comfortable " said Aunt
Pegeen.
"Will they have music at Mount Jerome, Aunt
Pegeen?55
" They'll play a nice hymn."
"The King of Love?"
"Perhaps."
I turned round and watched the grey marc's tail
bushy like a giant squirrel's moving up and down
to the slow rhythm of her trot. The cab had a
horsey, musty smell. I could see the edges of the
cabby's whiskers from where I sat. Sometimes he
turned sideways and spat strongly, hardly opening
his lips, and then wiped his mouth with a bright
red handkerchief. I wished I was able to spit as
vigorously and with as little effort as he spat.
Aunt Pegeen looked very handsome in her
black dress. I was always proud of her when she
came to sports days at school. I was also secretly
glad that none of my other aunts came ; they were
not really presentable even when dressed up in
their best.
"I'm swopping my guillemot's egg withDermot,"
I told Aunt Pegeen, "for six Borneo stamps and
some nougat."
"We'll go to Ireland's Eye in the summer," said
Aunt Pegeen, "you'll see plenty of guillemots
there."
"Razorbills," grunted Uncle Walter abruptly,
surprising us both by joining in the conversation.
The cabs were turning into a big gateway now,